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than anybody else), running into one another in Angel
Pavement, near T. Benenden's. "You know, Turgis,"
she announced, in that clear hard voice of hers which
always rather frightened him, "I do think you're beastly
rude to little Miss Sellers."

''Why, what have I done to her?" he demanded.

"I saw this morning you'd hurt her feelings again,"
Miss Matfield continued. "And why you should, I can't
imagine. She's quite a nice child, really, underneath
that silly perky manner of hers, and I think she's rather
lonely, and you could be quite good friends. You see,
she happens to think you're rather marvellous."

uAnd you don't, Miss Matfield," said Turgis, bold
for once with her. "Go on, you might as well put that
in properly. I could hear it in your tone of voice."

"I certainly don't think you're at all marvellous,"
she said coolly. "Why should I? What I do think is
that you're being very rude to somebody who is pre-
pared to like you a good deal. And when people really
like you," she added severely, "you ought to be specially
nice to them and not rude. Now don't say anything
to her about what I've just said, or I shall be really
annoyed."

"All right," said Turgis sulkily, wondering why he
couldn't say something sharp to her, for her cool cheek.
"But I don't see what I've done to her. She takes
offence too quickly, that's it. And whose fault's that?
And for that matter, who's ever considered my feelings
in the office?"

"You're different," she said airily, "or if you're not,
you ought to be. You're a man."

Turgis, pleased by this statement that he was a man.
but still labouring under a grievance, could do nothing